BERLIN     AS     WE     ENTERED     THE     WAR        Iig
an authentic ship, not a disguised enemy craft. It con-
firmed our trip as an authentic flight from a verified em-
barkation point to a certified destination. Now no alarm
would be sounded between there and the next point at
Stettin. The interceptor commands would be notified at
the adjacent fields, and Templehof would be advised.
Von Rosen checked in at Stettin over the military air-
port. "We were cleared there for Berlin. Still flying low,
we sighted the city from the north. At the outskirts we
began to swing west and circled the inside rim of the
sprawling metropolis. Over the far side of the Tiergarten
we made the first local check-in for Berlin itself. We turned
due south. This took us right over the industrial section,
the main railway yards, and over the housetops in the great
patchwork of Berlin streets. Bomb damage just wasn't
there. I knew the Germans had been well hit at the northern
ports, Kiel, Hamburg, Bremerhaven, and the rest, and I
was later to verify that they had been hurt even more than
supposed, for the British pulled an actual blitz at Hamburg
and Dtisseldorf. But the British had not really hit Berlin
so that you could notice it. It just wasn't worth it compared
to the attacks on the other places.
On the southern circle we spotted Templehof. The sun
broke through ; it was a beautiful day. The field spread
out below. We dropped down for the landing, hit the apron,
and rolled past the noses of a flight of Messerschmitts
standing on the line, deserted and dull. A flight of Focke-
Wulf bombers were scattered around the eastern area.
Strips of green camouflage matting had been thrown over
the wing tips and tail of each machine to blot out its dimen-
sions and make it look smaller from the air. The immediate
anti-aircraft batteries, the cannon equipment and automatic
weapon units, were not hidden. Operating searchlights
circled the vast enclosure. But not a plane was moving on
the greatest airfield in Europe.
I went into the old ramshackle Administration Building.
The immense crescent of new structures, curving around
the field in a gigantic circle of countless windows and endless
yellow walls, stood unfinished. I had last seen these same
buildings from this spot in August 1939. They remain as
ghostlike as before. The windows were dusty, and a good